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A MONTH IN THE COLLEGE OF THE PYRENEES 

At the end of four weeks in the Summer Schools in Sarria, it is 
with mingled feelings of pleasure and regret that I shall attempt to 
give a few of my impressions of our daily life under the gentle but 
effective direction of our dean Miss Carolina Marcial-Dorado, our 
"graciosa Senorita," as we liked to call her. It is very clear to me 
that the unqualified success of this first and most critical season of 
the College of the Pyrenees has been entirely due to her exceptional 
ability to inspire her students to take advantage of their opportuni- 
ties. For this reason the future of the enterprise remains well- 
assured for so long as she may be connected with it. 

Being an "Independiente" and therefore not traveling with the 
Temple Tourists, I took the privilege of coming to Sarria somewhat 
ahead of the others, so that I was so fortunate as to see Miss Mar- 
cial gathering together her forces in preparation for the descent of 
the thirty-two students on Sunday, the 16th of July. These tired 
travellers arrived from various parts of Europe at the end of a long, 
hot summer's day, to find just inside the high walls of our garden 
a welcome fitted to the individual need of each one, an abundant 
supper and cool, inviting rooms. 

The first days were spent in arranging schedules for our work 
and in learning to know one another and our lovely surroundings, 
but with a surprising rapidity we found ourselves in a routine and 
able to begin, in earnest, to profit by our privileges. Sr. Marcial- 
Dorado, Sr. Romera-Navarro, and Sr. Campistro have lived here 
in the college and have been our constant companions and friends, — 
no small service on their parts, as our demands upon their time and 
patience were incessant. The language of the school has been Span- 
ish and those who knew little have received always the same courtesy 
and attention as those who knew more, to the end that, on this last 
day, one feels sure that everyone can register improvement in 
"facilidad." These professors and our "Senorita" had, too, the 
responsibility of the excursions, as well as their daily classes in con- 
versation, syntax and phonetics. Our lectures in Literature, Art, 
and History were given, respectively, by Doctors Parpal, Amoros 
and de la Torre of the University of Barcelona, the doors of which 
were opened, for our benefit, to admit summer students for the first 
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time in its history. These eminent "Senores" brought to their 
classes a spirit of friendly enthusiasm that could not fail to inspire 
us to effort, and, together with our official "Medico" and his guitar, 
they have done much to help us to interpret Spain. As the majority 
of us were either advanced students or teachers of Spanish and had 
probably covered some of the ground before, perhaps the greatest 
value of these lectures has been, not so much of their actual subject 
matter, as in their presentation in Spain, by Spaniards, from a Span- 
ish point of view. Owing to the extremely limited space of time, 
they were given of necessity somewhat cursorily, but in such a way 
as to open up many avenues of suggestion to the students, who have 
had, too, the benefit and privilege of much informal help and en- 
couragement, out of class. The courses were so arranged as to 
supplement each other, in order that we might follow, simultaneously, 
the historic, literary and artistic development of the country and as 
many of the lectures were thoroughly illustrated with lantern 
slides, even those who had a very elementary knowledge of the 
language were able to absorb valuable facts. 

Our mornings have been devoted to classes and perhaps a few 
hours of the afternoons to preparatory work. Otherwise, we have 
been free to come and go, as we pleased, conforming only to such 
rules as would keep us intact as a "Family" and would be consistent 
with Miss Marcial's ideas of a "buen espiritu." 

Understanding very well the American propensity for "something 
doing," she has allowed us little time for possible homesickness or 
ennui. In Barcelona we have seen, under his own kind auspices, the 
studio of the artist Carlos Vasquez ; we have been taken, by the Al- 
calde to the School of Los Nifios del Mar, where Cataluiia takes 
care of some of her tubercular children ; we have been to the beauti- 
ful, gothic cathedral and to the other churches of historical impor- 
tance, as well as to the Museum in which are stored the ancient, 
musty archives of the Kings of Aragon ; and by way of celebrating 
an idle Sunday afternoon, we went to a Bull-fight. We had a day in 
Tarragona, where we walked on Roman walls and saw a Roman 
aqueduct and were slipped into a side door of a closed cathedral, by 
a kindly "Sacerdote," that we might not go away disappointed. 
Every week a member of the faculty has given us an informal talk 
from which we were intended to learn many things concerning the 
Politics, Letters and Art of Spain, and from which we did learn, 
incidentally, many things concerning the Soul of the Spanish na- 
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tion, so fundamentally like our own. Above all, perhaps, we have 
learnt here, in Sarria the true meaning of Democracy, the kind of 
Democracy that knows how to value the talent of the little laundress 
who dances the "Jota," as genuinely as it values the genius of the 
great Vasquez, who painted a portrait of his King. 

Our two "Veladas," in charge of the resident professors were 
received with much applause from audiences enthusiastic, though 
small in numbers, as most of us preferred to be "Caste." Under able 
Spanish direction we did not hesitate to attempt to represent "tore- 
ros," "frailes," "campesinas," and "bonitas gitanas," and possibly 
we enjoyed these impromptu, amateur "piezas" as much as the "Pavo 
Real" and the "Arco Iris" of the professionals, on the two occasions 
of our visits to the theatres of Barcelona. 

On a day of "fiesta" we journeyed up to San Cugat de Valles, in 
the hills above us, to see its ancient church and monastery and to 
have a picnic supper on a grassy slope at sunset time. A lovely 
valley spread itself out around us and the gray, craggy peaks of 
Montserrate rose against the horizon, reminding us that we were 
to make a pilgrimage to its heights the following Sunday. To get 
there in a day, we had to leave Sarria very early in the morning, but 
there was time to see the famous Virgin, to kneel before the altar 
with its thousand candles illuminating the old monastery church, 
to climb in the funicular to the regions of the hermits' mountain 
huts and to see a view beautiful beyond description. 

Our longest week-end trip was to the Balearic Islands. We 
sailed out into the path of a full moon one Friday night, and next 
morning found ourselves in a transparent, tropical world, with a 
fairy castle on a hill and the spires of the Cathedral appearing above 
the roofs of Palma. All morning we wandered through the streets 
of a picturesque little town and along its ramparts paying a visit to 
the Cathedral rising above the old walls by the sea and buying 
bright, Mallorcan shawls in dingy little shops. A group of us 
bathed with enthusiasm in the Mediterranean, in the afternoon, re- 
turning refreshed and breathless, just in time to climb to Bellver to 
see the sunset. We spent one long happy day in motors, stopping 
first at the Carthusian Monastery in Valldemosa for the sake of 
George Sand and Chopin, hurrying on through orchards of gnarled, 
old olive trees to Miramar and Soller and home through mountain 
passes, in time to sail for Barcelona Sunday night, that we might 
be at our desks for Monday's classes. 
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Our official "Closing," with speeches by the professors and 
diplomas tied with Spanish colours, took place, with much felicity 
on the 12th of August, and a night or two before, we celebrated 
our unofficial ending by a fancy dress ball in the Salon de Actos. 
Salamancan students danced with gypsy maids, whilst troubadors 
and guardia-civiles stepped out with dusky "senoritas" and charm- 
ing mallorquinas. A vivid little Moorish dancer captivated a 
Velazquez "Caballero" and Boabdil el Chico carried off the prize. 

Now that we are about to say good-bye, we are surrounded by 
an atmosphere of bustle and impending separation. Cards and ad- 
dresses are being exchanged and vows of eternal friendship made. 
Through the open doors one sees suit-cases full of fans and mantillas, 
the "recuerdos" that are going back to the United States. Yet, in 
the end, our most lasting "recuerdos" may be the memories by 
which we shall visualize, in the future, this month in Cataluna; a 
memory, perhaps, of the old "Castillo" of Palma disappearing on 
the horizon, whilst the distant notes of a guitar come across the 
waters of the bay to mingle with the happy voices of our American 
girls on the deck of the Jaime I ; or it may be a memory of jewelled 
light in a shadowy cathedral and the blessing of a peasant woman 
for a word of comfort; a memory of moonlight in the college gar- 
den, with a summer breeze stirring the pines and bringing us the 
fragrance of accacia ; a memory of a slender, Spanish cross against 
a sunset sky. 

Anne M. Robbins 
Sarria, Barcelona, Spain 



